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Laurel Run so rapidiy that the whirling
elond of dust dragged with it down the steep
grade from the summit hung over the level
loug sfter the stage had vanished, and then,
drifting away, slowly sifted & red precipitate
over the bot platform of the Laurel Kan post
nffice.

Out of this clond presently emerged the neat |

figure of the postmistress with the mail bag
which had been dexteronsly flung at ber feet
from the top of the passing vehicle. A dozen
loungers eagerly stretched out their hands to
s wst ber, but the warning “It'e agin the ruies,
boys, for any but her to touch it” from a by-
stander and a coquettish shake of the head from
e postmistress herself —much more effective
*L xa any official interdict — withheld them. The
bag wus pot heavy. Lanrel Run was too recent
& setilement to bave atirncted muach corre-
spondence, and the young womun having

unced upon ber prey with a certain feline
munﬂ drugged it, not without difieulty, be-
hind the itioned inclosure in the office and
Jocked the door. Her preity face, momon-
wriiy visible throngh the window, was siightly
flushed with the exertion, and the loose onids of
ber fair hair, wet with perspiration, cur!-d them-
welvos over her forebesd into tantalizing little
rin
elogd and this momentary Lut charming vis-
ton withdrawn from the waiting public.

“"Guy ment oughter heve more scuse than to
make & woman pick meil bags vuter the road.’
mid Jo Simmons, sympatbhetically. *“"lTain'tin
ber day's work anyhow; gnv'ment oughter
band "em over to her like a lady; it'srich enough
sad t]lgl} enough.” x

*'Tain"t guvy 'ment:; it’s that stage company’s
airs and graces,” interrupted a newcomer.
““They think it mighty tine to go beitmn’ by,
wmakin’ turrbody take their dust, just becaure
stoppin’ ain't in their contract. Why, if that
express man who chucked down the bag had
any feelin's for a lady'—but he stopped here at
the amused faces of his auditors.

“(iuess you dou't know much o’ that express-
man's feelin's, stranger,” sauid Simmons
grimly. *“Why, you oughter see him just
nussin’ that bag likc a baby aa he comes tearin’
down the grade, and then rise up and sorter
heave it to Mrs. Baker ez if it was a five-dollar
bokay! His feelin's for her! Why, he's give
himself 8o dead awny to her that we're looimg
for him to forget what he's doin’ pext, an
just come sailin’ down hissclf at her feet.”

Meanwhile, on the other side of the partition,
Mres. Buker had brushed the red dust from the
padiocked bag and removed what seemed to be
a sapplementary package attached to it bya
wire. Opeuning it she lound a handsome scent
bottle, evidentiy u superadded gifs from the de-
voted expressman.  This she put aside with a
slight smile and the murmurea word *Foolish-
ness. ' But when she had unlocked the bag

ven its sacred interior was also profaned by a
covert parcel from the adjacent postmaster at
Barnt Kidge, containing a gold “specimen”
brooch and some circus tickets. It was laid
aside with the other. This also was vanity and,
presumably, vexation of spirit. -

There were seventeen leiters in all, of which
five were for herself, and yet the proportion
was swall that morning. Two of them were
marked “official business,” snd were promptly
put by with feminine discernment, but in an-
other compartment than that helding the pres-
« 4 Then the shutter was opened and the

<k of delivery comwwenced.

it was secompanied with a social peculiarity
that had in time become a habit of Laurel
Hun. As the young woman delivered the letters
in turn to the men who were patiently drawn
up ip Indian file she made that sunple act a
medinm of privileged but limited couversation |
on spocial or general topics—gay or serious, as
the case might be or the temperament of the
man suggested. That it was almost always of
s complimentary character on their part may
ve readily imagined; but it wuas invariably
~haracterized by an element of refined re-
straint, and, whether from some implied ander-
standing or individual sense of honor, it never
passed the bounds of conventionality or a cer-
twin delicaey of respect. The delivery was con-
wequently more or rotracted, but when
each man bhad exchang=d his throe or four min-
utes’ conversation witn the fair postmisiress—

But the window shutter was guickly |

lettera that ! miscarried on the route, and of
which they had given ber previous information.
For a moment ber elceks blazed. How dare
they: what did they mcan? Her bills aod
registers were alwavs right; she kuew the
| names of every man, woman and chiid in ber
digirict; no such names as those borne by the
missing letters had ever existed at Laurel Ran;
no suck: addresses bad ever been sent from
Laurel post office. 1t was a mean insinuation.
She would send in her resignution at once. Bhe
| would get the “boys”™ to write an insulting let-

ter to Senator Slocumi. Jurs. Baker had the
. feminine idex of government as rru;elv per-

n

sonal institution, and she woul out
|wlw it was that had put them up to this
prying, crawling impudeace. It was prob-

' ably that wall-eved old wife of the post-
: master of MHeavy Tree Crossing, who was

jenlous of ber. “Hemind her of their
1 revions nnanewered communiecation,” indeed !
| Where wos that communication, anyway? Bhe
! rewem!ered she Lad vent it to ber mdmirer at
| Hickory Hill. Odd thet he badn 't answered it.
| Of course he knew ail about this meanness—
| conldd he, too, have dared to suspect her! The

thougit turned her eritason again, He, L’;_hm-
| ton Gireen, was an old **Laurel Runuer,” n friend
| uf Johu's, » little “trithin’ ™ sud *“*prescomin’,”
bt still an old loyal pioneer of the camp. *“Why
Lawin't he spoke up?

lhere wes the soft, mufiled fall of the
horse = hoofs in the thick dust of the highway,
the jingle of dismounting spurs, and a firm
tread on the platferm. No douabt one of the
boxs retarning for & few supplemental remarks
under the tecble pretense of forgotien stamps.
It had been done beiore and she had resented
itas ““cavotin’ ‘round,” bot now she was cager 1o

our out her wrongs to the firat comer. She
E.:d bier hand mmpulsively on the deor of the

artition, when af‘.’-. stopped with a new sEnES of

er imypaired dignity. Could she confess this to
hor wordhipers! but Lere the door opened
in her very iace and « stranger enterad.

lie was a mnan of fitty, compactly and strongly
| built. A squarciy cut goatec, shightly streaked
with: gray, 1eil straight irom bis thin-lipped but
handsome weutl; bis eycs were dark, humor-
ous, vet scurching. Uut the distinctive quality
that struck Mrs. Daker was the blending of ur-
ban ease with {rontier frankness. He was evi-
dently n man wkho had seen cities and knew
countries well. And while he was dressed with
the comfortable gimplicity of a Califormian
monnted traveler, her uesperienced but fem-
inine eve detecied the keynote of his respecta~
bility in the earefuily tied bow of Lis eravat.
The Sierran throat was apt to be open, free and
unfetiercd.

“Good-morning Mrs. Baker,” he said, pleas-
antly, with Lis hat already in bis Laud.

“I'm Harry liome of San Francisco.” As he
spoke his eyo swept approvingly over the neat
inclesure, the primiy tied papers and well-
kept pigeon holes, the pot of flowers on her
desk, ber China silk mantle and killing little
chip Lat, and ribbons hnngnx aguinst the wall;
thenee 1o her own pink flushed face, bright
blue eyes, tendrilied clinging hair, and then—
fell upon the leathern mail bag still lyiog
across the table. Here it became fixed on the
unfortunste wire of the amorous expressman
that yet remained banging from the Lrass wards
of the lock, und e resched his hand toward it.

But littie Mrs. Baker was before him and bad
seized it in ber arms.  She bad been too preoe-
cupled and bewildered to resent his first intru-
sion belind the purtition, but this Jast familjar-
ity with her sacred oflicial property—albeit
empty—capped the climax of her wrongs.

“How dare you touch it?” she said indig-
nantly. *"How dare youn come in herez Who
are you, nnywa® (o outside at once!”

The stranger fell back with an amused,depre-
eatory gesture and a long, silentlaugh. *1'm
afraid you dou't know me, after all,” he said
pleasuntly. “I'm Harry Home, the depart-
ment agent from the San Francisco office. My
note of advice, No. 201, with my name on the
envelope, seems to have misearried, too,”

Even in ber fright and astouishment it
flashed upon Mrs. Laker that she had sent that
notice, tuo, to Hickory Hill. But with at all the
fewinine secretive instinct within her was now
thoroughly aroased and she kept silent.

“I ocught to have explained,” he went on
smiliugly, “but you are quite right, Mrs.
Baker, ' he added, nodding toward the bag.
“As far as you know I Lad mno business to go

a conversation al thmes impeded by bashful-
ness or timidity on his part solely or restricted |
often to vague smiling—he resignedly made |
way for the next. 1t was a formal levee, miti- |
g#ated by the informality of rustic taet, great {
good bumor, and infinite paticnce. and would |
bave been amusing had it not always been ter- |
ribly in earnest and at times touching. For it

waus peculiar to the place and the epoch, and |
indeed impiied the whale Listory of Mrs. |

e

She was the wife of John Baker, foreman of |
“The Last Chance,” now for a year lying dead |
under balf a mile of crushed snd benten-mn |
tunnel at Burnt Kidge. Ihere Lad been a sud- |
den outery from the depths ut high Lot noon- |
tide one day and Joun had rushed from his
cabun, his young, foolish, dirting wife elinging
to nim, to answer that despairing cry.  FPut she |

rose suddenly with a pale face end eaid, “'Go | bad used

Jobn; 1 will wait for you bere.” He weunt, the
wen were freed, batshe had waited for him ever |
slace,
Tet in the shock of the calamity and in the
after struggles of that poverty wibich had come
to the ruined camp she bhad scarcely changed.
Lut the men had.  Althongh shke was to all ap- |
prarances the same giddy, pretty Betsoy Baker, |
who had been so disturbing to the younger mem-
Lers, they seemed no longer to be disturbed by |
bLier. A certain subdued awe and respect, as 1if |
the martyred spirit of Johu Baker still held his |
arm around her, seemed to have come upon
them all. They held their breath as this
pretty woman, whose Lricf mourniug had not
scomed o affeet her cheorfilnesa or even play- '
“ Iness of spirit, pasied before them. Bat she
gtood by her cabin und the camp—the only |
woman in a settlement of lorty men-——during
the dariest hours of their fortune, helping
themm to wash and cook and ministering to '
their domestic needs. The saneity of her cabin
was, however, always kept as inviolable as if it
bad been bis tomb. No one exactly knew why,
lor it was only a tacit instinet, bus even one
or two who had not scrupled to pay court to
Betsey Baker during John Baker's life shrank
from even a suggestion of familiarity toward |
ths woman who bud suid tbhat she would *“wait
him there.™ |
Vbiea brighter days came and the settlement
+d increased by one or two tunilies, and lag-
gard capital had been harried up to relieve the
still beleagnered and locke d-up wezlthof Burnt |
Kidge, the needs of the ecommumity and the |
claims of the widow of John baker were so
well told in political quarters that the post
office of Laurel Run was created expressly for
ber. Every man perticipated in the building
of the pretty vet substuntial edifice—the only
public building in Laurel Kan—that stood in
She dust of the great highway, half a mile from
the settlement. There she was installed for
certain bours of the day, forshe could not be |
srevailed upon to abaudon John's csbin, and
ere, with all the added respect due to a public
functionary. she was secure in her privacy.

But the blind devotion of Laurel Hun to John |
Baker's relict did not stop here. In its zeal to
assure the government authorities of the ne-
ceusily of a post office and to secure a permia- |
ment competency to the postmistress there was |
much embarrassing estravazance. During the |
first week the sale of stamps at Laurel Run |
post office was uu}-rece-ienu«l in the annals of |
the department. Fancy prices were given for
the first sue. Then they wore bought wild!y, |
recklessly, unprofitabiy and on all cecasions. |
Complimentary congritulations at the litttle l

|

window invariably ended with “And a dollar's
worih of stamps, Mrs Baker.” It was jeit to
be supremely delicate 1o buy ouly the highest
priced stamps without reference to their ade-
Quicy. Then mere quantity was sought; tuen
vatgoing letters were all overpaid and stamped
in catrageous proportion w their weight and
even size. The inbecility of this and 11s prob-
able effect on the reputition of Laurel Kun at
the general post office bLeing poizted out by
Mrs. Baker, stamps were adopted as local cur-
rency sud even for dvcumaiive purposes on
mirrors and the waulls of cubins.  Everybody
wrote letters, with the result, however,
that those sent were ludicrously and
suspaciously n excess of thowe received.
Lo  obviate this  select parties
forced journeys to Hickory Hill, the next post
oifice, with letters and circulars addressed to
themselves at Laurel Bun.  tow long the ox-
travagance woull have continued is not known,
but it was not untl it wes rumored thot, in
coneequence of this excessive tlow of busiuess
e depariment bad concluded that a posmnas-
ter would be better fitted for the place that it
mu::.l nng ncu;nprouuu was el-e-l;dt;ith the
grae oilice & permaueunt to the
| Cotmistress. o

Snch was the bistory of Mre Baker, who had
Just finished her afterncen levee, nodded a
smiling “good-bye” to Ler lust customer and
cweed ber shutter again. Then she took up
Ler own letters, but before reading them
glanced with s pretty impatience at the iwo

! toss of her head.

| up with it,”" he said, lsughingly.
ve i

' meeting the bearded fuce of Mr. Home iu-

near it. Glad to see youn know how to defend
Uncle Sam's property so well. 1 wus ouly a bit
puzzied to know (pointing to the wire) if that
thing was on the bag wheu it was delivered to
ou?"’

. Mrs. Baker saw no reason to conceal the truth.
After all this official was a man like the others,
and it was just as well tbat be should under-
stand her power. “it's only the expressman’s
foolishness,” she said, with a slightly coquetsh
“*He thinks it smart to tie
some nousensc on that bag with the wire when |
be tling= it down.”

Mr. tlome. with his eyes on her pretty face,
scemed to think it a not inbunman or unpardon- |
able folly. *“As long as he doesn't meddle with
the iuside of toe Lags I suppose you must put
A dreandful
postuaster
the iuside of the bag to convey his
foulishness came aecrcss her. It would never
do to coufess it now. Her face must bave
shown some agitation, for the official resumed,
with a balf paternal, balf reassuring air, “*But
encugh of this. Now, Mrs. Daker, to come to
my business here. Briefly, then, it doesn't
concern you in tue least, except so far as it may
relieve you and some others that the depart-

recollection that the Hjckory

| umplautly wpon the summit.

ment knows egually well from a certain re-
sponsilility and perbaps anxiety. We are
pretty weil ted down there iu all that con- |
cerns Laurel Hun, and 1 think (with a slight
bow| we've kpown all about you and John
Laker. My only business beve is 10 take your
lace tonight in receiving the ‘omuibue way

+2," that you know arrives here at %:30, doesn't ‘
it

**Yes, gir,” said Mrs. Baker, hurriedly, “but |
it never has anyining for us, except —she |
caught perself up quickly, with a stammer, as |
she remembered the sighing Green’s occasional |

| oilerings—"‘except a uotitication trom Hickory |

Hill post office.  Ii leaves there,” she went on, |
with an afcetation of precision, “at half-past
eight exactly, and it's about an bour's run—
seven nules by road. ]

“Exaectly,” caid Mr. Home. “Well, I will re- |
ceive the bag, open it and dispateh it again.
You can, if you choose, tuke a holiday.”

“But,” sud Mrs. Buaker, as she remembered
that Laurel liun always made a point of attend-
iug ber evening lovee on account of the supe-
rior leisure it offered, “there ars the people
who come for letters, you know.”

I tuought you said there were no letters at
that time,” sad Mr. Home gqmckly.

“No—but—but—" (with » elight hysterieal |
starumer) **the boys come all the same.” !

0L said Mr. Home, dryly. }

“And—0 Lord!" DBug bere the spectacie of
the possible discomfiture of Laurcl kun at

stend of Ler own smooth cheeks at the window,
combined with ber vervous excitement, over-
calue uer so that, throwing ber little frilled
apron over her Lead, she gave way to a |
paroxysin of hysterical langhter. Mr. Home !
waited with amused toleration for it to stop,
and, when she bad recovered, resumed: “Now,
I shonld like to refer zn instunt to my first |
communication to you. Have you got it |
bandy?"

Mr=. Baker's face fell. “No—I sent it over to
Mr. un-efn of Hickory Hill for information.”

“Wha!™

Terrilied at the sudden seriousness of the
man's voice, she managed to out, how-
ever, that sfter her usual Mbm bad not
opened the official letters, but bad sent them
to her more experienced colleague for advice
and information; that she never conld under-
stand them herseli—they made her head ache
and interfered with her other duties, but he
understoad them awl sent her word what to
do. Remembering, also, his usual style of in-
dorsement, she grew red again.

“*And what did be say?"

“Nothing; be dudn’t retorn them.”

“Naturally,” said Mr. Home, with a peculiar
exvression. After a few moments’ silent strok-
ing of Lis beard he y faced the fright-
ened woman.

~“You ollige me, Mra. Baker, to speak more
fraukly to you than I bad intended. ~ You have,
unwittingly, I believe, given information toa
mau whom the guvernment suspects of pecula-
tion. You have, without knowing it, warned
the postmaster at iickory Hill that he is sus-
pectcd: and, as you might have frustrated our
plans for tracing a series of embezzloments to
their proper source, you will see that yon-.lﬁ
Lave also done great wrong to ycurvelf as
only neighbor and the next B
son. In words, r: huhlnud :ho dl;
appearance of money letters to a point when
I.&-hl.mn these two offices. Now, I bave
uwot tl.e least hegitation in telling you that we
do not suspect Laurel Run, and never have sus-
pected it Even the resuls of yoor tlews
act, al h it warned bim, eonfirms our sus-

a

vilicial envel pes w herself which
She had shelved. They were gemerally s “lot

Good-bye, Mirs. Baker; it's a nasty bit of busi-
ness, but it's all in the day’s work. I've seen
worse, and, thank God, you're out of it.”

Bhe his lootsteps retreat into the outer
office nnd die out of the platform; the jingle of
his spurs snd the hollow beat of Lus horse
hoofs, that seemed to find s dull eclo in ber
own heart, and she was ulone. The room was
very bot and very quiet; she could hear the
warping ond creaking of the shingles under the
relaxing of the nearly level sunbeams. The
office ctock struck 7. [h the breathless silence
that followed u woodpecker took up his inter-
rupted work om the roof and seemed to bent
out monotonously 1n her ear the lust words of
the stranger. Stanton Green—a thief! Stan-
tun Green, one of the “boys’ John bad heiped
out of the falling tunnel. Stanton Green,
whose old mother in the states still wrote let-
ters to him at Laurel Run, in a few hours to be
& disgraced and ruined wan forever. She re-
membered now, as a thoughtless woman re-
mwembers, tales of his extravagance and fust
living, of which she had taken uno beed and,
with u vense of shame, of presents sent bher,
thut she now clearly saw must have been far
beyond his means.  What should the boys suy?
Weat would John have said? Ah, what would
Johu have done?

She started suddenly to her feet, white and
cold as on that day thnt she had parted from
John Buker Lefore the tuunel. She put on her
but and mantle, snd going to that little iron
safe that stood in the corner, unlocked 1t, aud
took out its entire contents of gold and silver.
She bad reachied the door when another idea
seized her, and opening her desk ehe collected
her stamps to the last sheetand hurriedly rolled
them up under her eape. Then with a glance
at ihe clock and & rapid survey of the road from
the platform she siipped from it, and seemed
to l'i swallowed up in the waiting woods be-
yon

CHAPTER IL

Once within the fricndly shadows of the long
belt of pines Mrs. Buker kept them until she
had lefs the limited settlement of Laurel Run
fur to the right aud came upon an opeun slope
of Burnt Ridge, where sbe knew Jo Simmons'
mustang, Dblue Lightning, would be quietly
feeding. She had often ridden him before and

when she hiad detached the fifty-foot riata from
bis head stall he permitted bLer the further
recognized familiarity of twining her fingers
in his bluish mane :nd climbing on his back.
The tool shed of Burut Ridge tunnel, where
Jo's saddle and bridle always bung, was but &
canter further on. She reached it unperceived
and another trick of the old days quickly ex-
temporized a side saddle from Simmons' Mexi-
can trec, with its high cantle and horn bur, and
the aid of & blanket. Then leaping to her seat
she rapidly threw off her mantle, tied it by its
sleeves uround her wauist, tucked it under one
kuee and lot it fall over her horse’s flanks. By
this time Blue Lightning was also struck with a
Hlash of equine recoilection, and pricked up his
€ars.  Mirs. Baker utiered a Iittle chirping cry
which he remembered, and the next moment
they were both careering over the bridge.

The trail that she bad taken, though precipi-
tate, dificult and dangerous in places, was a
clear gain of two miles on the llnfe road.
There was less chiunce of her being followed or
meeting m;i one. The greater canons were
already in shadow; the pines on the further
ridges were separating their masses and show-
ing individual silhoucttes agaiust the sky, but
the air was still warm, and the cool breath of
night, as she well knew it, had not yet pegun
to flow down the mountain. The lower range
of Bornt Ridge was still uneclipsed by the
ereeping shadow of the wountaiu ahead of her.
Without a watch, but with this familinr and
slowly changing dial spread out before her,
sbe knew the time tos minute. Heavy Tree
Hill, a lesser beight in the distance, was al-
rem:{ wiped out b’y that shadowy index finger
—half-past seven! The stage would be at
Hickory Hill just before.half-past cight; she
ought to auticipate it if posmble--it would stay
ten minutes to change horses—she must arrive
before it left!

There was a good two-mile level before the
rise of the next range. Now, Blue Lightuing!
all you know? And that was much, for the Dhﬂe
chip Lat and fluttering ribbons well bent down
over the bluish mane, and the streaming gauze
of her mantcl almost level with the Lorses
Lack, swept down scross the long table land
like o ekimmiug blae jn‘i. A few more bird-
like di&n up and down the undulationsand then
came the long, cruel ascent of the divide.

Acrid with perspiration, cuking with dus
slithering in tle slippery impalpable powder o
the road, gl;)lggil_v staggering in a red dusty
dream,coughing.snorting, head-tossing, becom-
ing suddenly dejected, with slouching haunch
and limyp legs on easy elopes,or wildiy epasmodic
and nﬁce on sharp acclivities, and Blue Light-
ning began 1o have idens and recollections. Ah!
she was a devil for s lark—tLis lightly clinging,

mreuinii blurneying, cooing ereature—up
there! He remembered her mow. Hal vory
well then. Hoop la! And suddenly leaping

out like o rabbit, bucking, trotting Lard, am-
bliug lightly, walking on three legs,and recreat-
ing Limsel! as only & California mustang could,
the iuvincible Blue Lightuing at last stood tri-
The evening
star had just pricked itself throni the golden
mist of the horizon line—# o'clock. She could
do it now! Kkut here, suddenly, her first hesi-
tation seized Ler. BShe knew her horse, sho
knew the trail, she knew herself, but did she
know the man to whom she was riding. A cold
chill cregt over her, ana then she shivered in a
sudden blast; it was night at Iast, swooping
down from the invisible Sierras und possessiag
all it touched. But it was only one long de-
scent to Hickory Hill now, and she swept down
securely on its wings. Hulf-pust eight! The
lights of the settlowent were just ahead of her,
but 5o, too, were the two lumps of the waiting
stage before the post office und hotel.

hu;;YﬂE the lounging erowd were gathered
around the Lotel and she slipped into the post
office from the rear unperceived. As she
stepped behind the partition, its only vecu-
pant—a good-locking young fellow with a
reddish mustache—turned toward ber with a
flush of delighted surprise. But it ehanged
at the sight of the white, determined face that
had never looked ouce toward him, but was
fixed upon mierge bag, whose yawning mouth
was slill open and propped up beside his desk.

“Wherc is the through money letter that
came in that bag?” ehe suad, quickly.

“What—do—you—mean?’ he stammered,
with a face thut had suddenly grown whiter
than ber own.

I meau that it's a decoy, checked at Heavy
Tree Crossing, and that Mr. Hone of San
Frauncisco is now waiting at my office for to
know if you have taken it.”

The laugh snd lie thut be bad at first tried to
summon to mouth and lips never reacued
them. For, under the epell of her rigid,
truthiful face, he turned almost mecbanicully
%o Lis desk and touk out a puckage.

*Good God! you've opened it already !” she
cried, pointiug to the broken seal,

I'he expression on her fuce more than any-
thing she had suid convinced him that she
kuew all. He stammered under the new alarm
that ber despairing tone suggested. “Yes. 1
wis owing some bill—the collector was waiting
Lere for the money, aud I took something from
the pucket. But I was going to make it up by
next wail--I swear it."

“How much bave you tuken?”

“Only a tride, I—"

“How much?"

“A bundred dollars!"

She dragged the money she had brought from
Laurel Bun from ber ket, aud counting out
the vum repluced it in the open packnge. He
ran quickly to get the sealing wax, but she mo-
tivped him away us she dropped the puck
buck into the mail bag. *No; as long as
mouey is found in the bag the package muy
bave been broken necldentally. Now burst
open one or two of those other packages a lit-
tle”—s0 she took out s packet of letiers aund
bruised their oficial wrappings under Ler little
foot until the ta fu:enlpnﬁ was loosencd. “Now
{Iw me some heavy.” She caught up o

rass two-pound weight, and in the same fever-
ish but collected huste mmmlp: g,
sealed it, stamped it and, K 1t ina
large priuted band to herself st Laurel
dropped it in the bag. Then she closed it an
locked it; he would bave mssisted Ler, but she
agnin waved him away. “Send for the express-
man snd keep yoursell out of the way for a mo-
ment." she curtly.

An attitude of weak admiration and foolish
passion had taken the pluce of his former trem-
ulous fear. He obeyed excitedly, but without a
word. Mrs. Baker wij ber moist forebead
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mm“ those i eves and
t demurely smiling mouth at the litle win-
3.’;‘.“';"':'"..... 1o her lips, and
lhn-!n-u-lt.lrot uclw-ﬂuw
meuning into her misshievous face.
“There's a big San swell taking my
place at Laurel tonight, .
“Yes, ma'am.” :

They shook hands gravely acroes the window

ge.

“And you azin't goin’ down with us, Mrs.
Baker?" s

“Of course not; it wouldn’t do—for I ain't
here—don’'t you see?”

““Of course."

She handed him the bag through the door.
He took is carefully, but in spite of his great
precaution fell over it twice on his way to the
road, where, from ecertain exclamations and
silouts, it seemed that a like miserable mis-
chance altended its elevation to the boot. Then
Mrs. Baker came back into the office, and ns
the wheels rolicd away threw herself mmtoa
chair and inconsistently gave way for the first
time to an outburst of tears. Then her hand
was grasped suddenly, and she found Green ou
his knuees before her. Bhe started to her feet.

“Don’t move," he said, with weak, hysterie
passion, **but listen to me, for God's sake! I
am ruined, I know, even though you have just
suved me from detection and disgrace. I have
been mad!—a fool, to do what [ have done, I
know, but you do not know all—you do not
kunow why I did it—you cannot think of the
temptation {hat bas driven me to it. Listen,
Nirs. Baker. I have been etriving to get money
honestly, dishonestly—auyway, to look well in
your eyes—to make mysell worthy of you—to
mikeo myself rich und to Le able to offer you a
home and take you away from Laurel Run. It
was all for you—1it was all for love of you,
Letsy, my darling. Listen to me!”

In the Tury, outraged sensibility, indignation
and infinite disgust that filled her litle body
at that moment, she should have been large,
imperioue, goddess-like and commanding. But
God is at times ironical with suffering woman-
Lood. she could only writke ber Lund from
his grasp with childish contortions; she conid
only glare at him with eves that were prettily
and piquintly bridiant: she could only slap at
hiz detaining hand with & plump and velvety
palm, and when she found ber voice it was high
ialseito, and ait she could say was, “‘Leave me
be, looney, or I'll seream.”

He rose with & weak, confused laugh, half of
miserable affectation and half of real anger
and shame.

“What did yon come riding over here for,
then? What did you take all ihis risk for? W by
did you rush over here to share wmy disgrace,
lor you are as much mixed up with this now as
1 um—if yvou didn’t calculate to share every-
thing else with me? What did you come here
for, then, if not for mer"

“What did 1 come here for? eaid Mrs.
Balker, with every drop of red blood gone from
Ler cheek and trembiing lip. **What—did —I
—ucome here for? Well !—1 came here for Johin
Baler's sake! John Buker, who stood between
you and deuth at Burnt Ridge, as 1 stand be-
tween you nnd dumnation nt Laurel Kon, Mr.
Green! Yes, John Baker, lying under half of
Burnt Ridge, but more to me this day than any
living man crawling over it in” —in—oh, futal
climax!—*“amoutk o Sundays! What did 1 come
here for? 1 came here as John Paker's livin'
wiie to carry on dead John baker's work. Yes,
dirty work this time, maybe, Mr. Green, but
his work, and for him only precious. That's
what 1 came here for:; that's what 1 live for;
that's what I m waiting for—to be up to him
and his work always. That's me — Betsy
Baker!™

She walked up and down rapidly, tylng her
chip kat under her chin again. Then she
stopped, and taking her chamois purse from
her pocket, laid it sharply on the desk.

“Btanton Green, don't bea foul! Rise u
out of this and be a mun again. Take unongﬁ
out o' that bag to pay what you owe gov'ment,
soud in your resignation and keep the rest to
start you iu an honest life elsewhere. But light
out o' Hickory Hill afore this time tomorrow.”

She pulied her mantle from the wall and
opened the door.

“You are going?” he said bitterly.

“Yes.” Either she could not hold seri-
ousness long in ber caprivious little fancy or,
with femiuine tact, she sought to muke the
rarung less diificult for humn, for she broke
nto u dazzling smile. **Yes, 'm goin’ to run
Blue Lighmiuf agin' Charley and that way bag
buck to Luurel Kur, aud break the recuﬂ{

It is said thut she did! Perhaps owing to the
fact tunt the grade of the return Journey to
Laurel Hill was in her favor or that sha could
avoid the long, circuitous ascent to the sum-
mit iaken by the stuge, or that, owing to the
extruordinary difticulties in the currisge of the
way bag, which bad to be twice rescued from
under the wheels of the stage, she entered the
Laurel Run post oflice as the coach leaders
cuwe trotting up the hill. Mr. Home was al-
ready on the platform.

“lou'll have to ballast your mext way bag,
boss,"” suid Charley, gravely, as it escaped hus
clutches once more in the dust of the road, *or
you'll have to make & new contract with the
compauy. We've lost ten minutes in five miles
over that bucking thing."

Home did not reply, but quickly dragged his
prize into the office, scarcely notiving Mrs,
Baker, who stood beside him, pale and breath-
less. As the bolt of the bag was drawn, revesl-
ing its chaotic interior, Mrs. Buker gave a little
sigh. Home glanced quickly ut her, emptied
the bag upon the floor and picked up the
broken and half dlled money purcel. Then he
collected the scattered coins and counted them.,
*It's all right, Mrs. Baker," he said gravely.
“He's safe this time."”

“I'm so glad!" said little Mrs. Baker with a
hypoeriticul gasp. :

“Suam I, returned Home, with increasin
gravity, as he took the coin, *for, from all
bave ganthered this atternoon, it seems he was
an old ploncer of Laurel Iiun, a friend of your
husband’s, and,I think, more fool than knaye
He was gilent tor a moment, clicking the coins
against each other; then he said carelessly:
“Did he get liul'te awiy, Mre. Buker?”

“I'm sure I don’t know what you're ing
about,” suid Mrs. Baker, with a lofty "air of
dignity, but a somewhat debasing coior. *I
doi't see why § suould know anything ubout it
or why lie shiould go away at all.”

“Well," sud Mr. Home, laying his hand on
the widuw's shoulder, “*well, you see, it might
have vecurred to bis friends that the coins were
murked.  That is, no doubt, the reason why be
would tske their good advice and go. Bal, as
I said belfore, Mrs. Baker. you're all right
whal;mrer happens—the goverument stands by
you!"

No Help for Him.
From tho Chicago Lribune,

A man who seemed to be trying bard to buy
a bureau looked through the stock on hand at
a large furniture store on State street yesterday
morning and said as he turned to go:

1 rechon I might as well give it up. I have
been in o dozen stores already and can’t find
what I want.”

*“Is it any particular pattern you are looking
for? ' asked the selesman.

**N—10,"” replied the man, walking absent-
mindedly around an antigue oak atfair and ex-
awining it on all sides. *I'm not hunting for
any pariicalar style of bureau, but I'd know it
miguty quick it 1 came ucross it.”

“Perhaps your wife—"

“*Anything that will suit me will suit her.”

“Or your daughters—"

"ot seven of 'em !" ejuculated the man, tak-
ing tiﬂ Lis bat and wiping his forshead ner-
vously.

My dear sir,"” said the salesman promptly,
*“I know what you are looking for. There 1sn't
a burenu of toe kind you want in this market.
Clewing gum will stick to the back of any of
“m‘)‘

Lucky Nine.
From the Chicagy Herald.

The figure nine is curiously and intimately
connected with all the great gold mining excite-
meats of the nineteenth century. The great
Algerian goid bubble formed and broke in 1809.
Nuxt came the Mantazan mountain craze in
1839, when solid boulders of gold as large as
flour barrels were reported. The California
gold fever bruke out in 1849 und raged until
couaierncted by the Pike's Peak boom in 1859.
Ten years later, in 1869, “Old- Virginia,” the
celebrated miner, struck the lucky which
made Virginia City and Nevada famous in the
miniug annals of the world. Eighteen bundred
and seventy-uine came in on time with the
Leadville frenzy and the famous *“‘carbonates”
of Leke mtk Cal. Eighteen hundred and
eighty-nine bfoke the cbarm, but 1899 may
mh‘nd:&twlu‘m there being two nines in

One in Ten.
From Texas Siftingm.

“Doctor, how am 1 coming on? Do you think
there is any hope?" said a very sick man to Dr.
Blister

“Your chances are the best in the world. The
statistics show that one person in ten rocovers,”
replied the doctor.

queror of all fresbooters of the sea that ever
were, and has the longest history toshow of
any rovers mow existing. The very first
visitors to China knew him and dreaded him;
the old Dutch navigators wrote him down in
their records as most bloodthirsty and cruel;
he whipped the China sea and the Yellow sea,
the Indian ocean and also the Archipelago.
Long were his voyages, and if Chinese history
is to be believed—indeed, there is nothing to
contradict it—he discovered Mexico centuries

WAITING THE

to shore and the whole of China rang with the
news of her captare. Thers was of course an
instant demand for the fresh suppression of
piracy and also for the immediate punishment
of the culprita. That the culprits would be
brought to justice none of the resident Euro-
ns were very confident, however. The
iding places of these sea-going gentry are
innumerable, their brotherhood is close and
compact, and their fncilities 1n this case for
losing themeselves among the vast mass of
the yast population of China were of the
very t. But on the other baud it is to be

s
EXECUTIONER.

before Cortez ever eet foot there and harried
the west const of Peru ages before Pizzaro
reached his peak in Darien. Not even in
Norseland was piracy so recognized and so
honorable a profession. The government of
China was, of course, utterly powerless
to deal with it When the United States
and the Kuropean nations came knocking
at the gates of the Drother of Heaven
there were half a million men en-
guged in freebooting. In 1510 a fleet of 60O
junks, under regular leadership, & floating na-
tion in itself, infested the consts of Kwangtung,
working chiefly in the estuarv of the Deurl
river, whose numerous harbors and channels
afforded protection and escape to their vesscls
when pursued, while the towns upon the island
were plundered and the inhabitants killed if
they resisted. The combined Chinese and Por-
tuguese flects attacked and blockaded them,
but would bave been unsuceessful had not the
leaders of the piratical forces quarreled. The
pirates broke up into two fleets, which fought
each other and aiter severe losses on both RiGes
made their subjection to the government. This
was after nearly fifty years of warfare upon
theso bands by the foreigners, especiully the
Poriuguese.

Slow as the work of exterminating the pirates
was, however, the factis that no mercy whatever
was shown to them and that when a pirate vil-
lage was destroyed it was utterly wiped out, ita
inhabitants being extirpated. " The English,
whose trade was at stake, pursued their usual
method of blowing the robber junks out of the
water. The Portuguese and Dutch set the
pirates to fighting cach other. At last the pro-

| remembered that in China as in nowhere
| elve in the world the emperor’s will is law,
| and a8 the mandate went out {o secure the
| offenders the whole popnlatiow, which on
| another oceasion might have served us a pro-
| tection to the fugitives from justice, was in
| this case turned into a stupendons detective
force. No good Chinaman who bad informa-
tion to give withheld it when aquestioned or
detayed to proffer it #o soon as he had the
opportunity to give it to the authoritivs. The
consequence was that mot only the half han-
dred pirates directly concerned in the looting
of the Namoa wgre laid hold of, but hal! a
hundred more were taken and brought to trial
at Amovr.
1he prisoners have, o far, been accorded a
regnlar trial. but there was no question about
their ocenpation or their guilt. The ecourts
are not yvet through with them, but those who
have been brought to the bar of justico have
been only condemned and execnted in the reqs-
ular Chinese fasihion by beheading. or, perhaps,
it should be callea the most usual Chinese
fashion, for there are other methods of execn-
tion quite as regular, though not so generally
resorted to.  Torture is frequent in the celos-
tial kingdom, but the dcath sentence is ordi-
narily earried ont by the ax. Our illustrations
show scenes at the most recent execution,
which took place at Amoy, and at which nine-
| teen pirates were docapituted. These final
! proceedings in the grim routine of Chinese
| Jnstice took place on the sea beach in the
presence of the requisite native officials and
| performed by the executioner under tue
! formel protection of a guard of soldiers. The

fession scemed extinetand vigilance was a little
relaxed, both by the foreigners and by the im-

erial government. The consequence wus that
he herediiary instinet of the Chinese criminal
classes broke out again, and the shores of the
Chinese seas saw once more the well-armed,
threatening junk, with i1ts bardy and con-
scienceless crew, ready to fall on their seafur-
ing countrymen and plunder their constwise
vessels of their loads. For ten years past,
therefore, the entire eruft bave been suffering

| expertnoss of the Chinese executioners is well
| known. Their weapon is a heavy two-handed
| #word, ns keen as a razor, and the head of the
criminal is taken off with a single blow. On
| this occasion the bloody work was done with
| the utmost dispatch, the pirates all kneeling
| on the sand in a row, and ouly one false blow
" being dealt, when the sword strack one of the

pirates too low and u sccond stroke was neces-
sary. In the first illnstration the pirates are

nt the hands of these rovers, and the dutredup | seen kneeling ready for the execution to begin,

tions have gradually grown in extent, t

ongh ' and in the second their bodies are scen lying

without attracting particular attention, for so | on the eand as they fell.

long as foreign vesscls were untouched the |

world was likely to hear little of the matter.
It was in December last, however, that a

There they coutinue to lie for a day or two,

Ivhrn they are thrown into the sea. The

beads in such cases are exposed to public

band of pirates, resorting to their old-time | view.

The Question as Affected by What is Known
of the Interior Heat.
From Goldthwaite's Geographieal Magazine.

Many scientific men are devoting their livea
to finding out all that can be learned abont the
interior of this wonderful globe of ours. One
of the interesting problems on which they are
engaged is the depth and geological limits of
the permanently frozen soil. The Britisa As-
sociation has collected a large amount of data
on this question. I has already told us some
curious things, such as the fact that excellent
wheat lands north of Manitoba overlies frozen
earth that never thaws.

Some geologists find strata of rock that they
are able to show must have been buried ata re-
mote ege 10,000 feet under th‘mdace. These
upturned edges of rock, which some terrible
cenvulsion lifted to the air, give us a glimpse
of the condition of the iuterior some way below
the greatest depth to which we can attain. The
workmen in the deepest mines in Europe
swelter in almost intolerable heat, and yet they
bave wuever ponetrated over one-seven-
thousandtis part of the distance from the sur-
face to the ccnter of the earth. In the lower
levels of some of the Comstock mines the men
fought scalding water and could labor only
three or four hours at a time, until the Sutro
tunnel piecced the mines and drew off some oi
the terrible heat, which had been 120 degrees.

The deepest bering ever made—that at Spe
renberg near Derlin -penetrates only 4,172 feet,
about 1,000 feet deeper than the famous urtesian
well at St. Louis. The result of this imperfect
knowledge is that there are more theorics and
dispntes among scientiffic men with vegard to
the interior of the earth than about anvy other
problem of physical science. Some eminent
physicista, for instance,like Sir William Thomp-
son, bhave believed that the crust of the carth
is at loast 100 miles thick. The majority ad-
duce good reasons for believing that the crust
is only twenty-five to fifty miles thick. All
that the temperature within the earth continucs
to increase us it does near the surfuce—at the
rato of one degree Fahrenheit for about every
fifty-five feet of descent. All igne rocks

He Had Falth.
M. Quad in New York Worid,

A young mun about twenty-five years old was
silling in the waiting room of the Erie depot
the other day with a year-old baby on Lis knee,
and his alarm and helplessness when the
“young un”’ suddealy bogan to howl was so
murked as to attract attention. By and by a
waiting passenger walked over to him witha
smile of pity ou his fuce and queried:

“*A woman gave you that baby to hold while
she went to see about her baggage, didn't she?”

“Ha! ha! ha! T tambled to the fact as soon
as Leaw you. You expect hier back, [ suppose®”

“Of course.”

“Ha! ha! ! ha! Thisisrich! Looking for her
every blessed minute, ain't you?"

“I think she Il come bazk.”

“Well, this makes me laugh—ha! ha! ha! I
had a woman play that same trick on me ina
Chicago depot once. but no one ever will again.
Youug man, you're stuck. You've been played
ou for a hayseed. Better turn that thing over
to a policemnn and make a skip before some
reporter gets on to you.

*Oh, she'll come back,” replicd the young
man, ua he looked :mx.iouu!{ around.

*she will, eh? Ha! ba! ha! Joke grows
vicher and richer! What makes you think
she'll come back?"

‘I;Becnnm she's my wife and this is our first
ba ¥ !n

“Oh—um—1I see,” muttered the fat man,
who got over fecling tickled ali at once, and in
his vexation he crossed the room and kicked
a dog which a farmer bad tied to one of the
seats with a piece of clothes line.

Narrow and Broad Gauges.
From the London Daiiy News.

How many people remember the famous
“batile of the gauges?" The victory of what
was once known as “‘the narrow gauge,” bat is
now the standard or national gauge, since nar-
rower ones are no: unknown, is toabsolute that
this is the lust year of the existence of Brunel's
measurement for thc; Great \;'uhn Railway
Company’s permanent wsy. For mauy yenrs
on tﬁ:tlinothobro.d gauge has been dis-

must be lused at no grest depth.

In fact, at this rate of increase the hmxn-
ture ut 200 wmiles is 28,000 degrees Fahrenheit,
which is Prol. Rosetti's estimate of the prob-
able temperature of the sun. It is improbable,
however, that this rate of incrense is main-
tuined fora great distance, and man
cists beliove that at some unknown
very great depth the incremse in te
ceases. Une of the most wonderful g in
the study of science is the fuct that the mys-
teries of one science are sometimes completely

or partly explained by knowledge rl-udln
lon-olhir dp tnan{ of study. It is thus
that the nat who have investigated the

From the Colorado Bun.
Crochet—*"What an ass Baton, the
director, made of himself at his own
the other day.”
Quaver—*'I didn"t hear about it.™

ring, and, as announced in our re-
t of the company’s haif-yearly meeting,
:hn iltobecolllphhb!ﬂleh_ﬂh!
nex originally
adopted on the W&?:' railway ou
Branel's plans, is seven feet. The common
guauze, now roughly called the four-foot , is
ruﬂlyfmfusai;i&mda balf inches.
b ?be' m - bi
messuremen ing, we ve, € i
tho fact that orizinally the wﬂﬁw
mwwm:pumaomm:‘.m.
inches, an ve & wheel track exactly
five feet to II“'I.IH earlier ves and
trains. The heads of rails are now mach broader,
ht“m - i.mh:o .
wo uarters or
mmmmm.uum
Dug Gold to Plug Her Testh.
From the Auyusta Journal.

Mies Edith J. Hutchinson went from Farm-
ington to Madison one day last week with s
piece of gold which she took from the mines
at Bwift river with her own hands, and had it
inserted into the cavity of a tooth. The piece
of gold was placed near the center of the cavity

for that
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the work. Ome-third was speut in whirling
along from the railroad station to the Capitol ‘
building, the whirlers being two mules, and
Ppast that through South Cheyenne to the cem-
eteries. It is due ta the capital city of Wyo-
ming to say that the quiet and peace of the
cemetery extends throughout the entire city
and is probably the model npon which the
whole concern is run.  Chevenne is a real nice
clean city, with broad roads and smooth foot-
walks, every street double lined with trees and

the grass is as green as it isin May timeo in
Washington. Nearly all the people you meet
are riding, but not i the street cars, 1 might
have owned the car for all the interruptions
my maiden. musings received during my rides
to aud fro.

I¥ THE CAPITOL.

Before 1 did the cemeteries I wandered into
the imposing pile—the Capitol building.
Ouly an occasional messenger ruuning in and
out and the click of a typewriter showed that
the big home of legislation was occupied st ail.
It is commodious and handsomely finisbLed and
furnished, It faces a fine park, whick is laid
out in pretty flower beds and is bounded by a
drive, where the fushionables can air them-
seives every hour of the day if they please.

My next 5 cents incar fare gave me the
right to enter and admire the three cemetericos,
which, like three well-kept gardens, mark the

won sevse individoal most admire.

A DENVER SUNDAY
is just like all the rest of the region about the
Rockies. Churches are plentiful and crowded.
Parksand pleasure resorts just as mumerons
and more crowded. Some stores and
doing a thriving businoss. more closed and the
soction deserted. Just to round off the
ture I hear a drum and women s volees Joining
A jingling hymn and [ find it to be the Salve-
tion Army on the road to their barracks for
the afteruoon war with the enemy of wouls. I
takes a largo variets 1o make np Denver, and
in ber 175,000 stie thinks shie has some speci-
mens of all Lumanity. H. MeC.
.o .
BRIDEGROOMS,

VERY MEAN

Tricks Played on Parsons (0 Escape Paying
the Marriage Fee.
From the New York World,

Every now and then one hears of large fees
pord to elergymen by refoicing bridegroome.
One docs not so often hear of the impositions
folictimes put upon those who tie the matri-
monial koot and who miffer under the socisl
custom which forbids & winister to perform
the service of marrying loversat o fixed rate
stipulated for by contract.

But love snd marrisge donot change the
nature of men, aud there are moan- very

Inces whore Chevenne's dead sleep their |
ast sleep. ‘The Catholic cemutery is in the
center, with the Odd Fellows on cue side and
the City cemetery on the other.

My third investmeut in raflroad facilities
brought me back to the city again and one
block from the fashionable residence guarter,
Ferguson street.

SENATOR CAREY'S HOME.

I enjoyed a peep into Senator Carey’s beanti-
ful home. The Scuntor and his brother, Dr.
Carey, were summoned east last week by the
death of their aged father in Milton, Del. Mrs.
Carey ie dividing her time this summer be-
tween ber town residence aud ber ranch,
twenty-cight miles out of Cheyenne. Miss
Cartwright of Washington is her gnest at pros-
ent and the two ladies tind the ranch the more
atiractive at this senson.  Mrs. Cuarev's draw-
4ng room is strongly suggestive of Washington,

mean—bridegrooms, who do not hesitate 10
trick and cheat the good pastors who bind
them in the ties of matrimony.

i hero i1s & woinister in Brooklyn who told the
writer & harrowing tale of decoption of which
be wan the victima, After he Lad performed
the marriage ceremony for » young couple st

the par:otage the bridegroom siijped a et en-
volope betweon the leaves of the Lml.l)
uodding plovantly, ss if tosay: “Yoy ve

earned it The clergyman nodded thankfully.

“When 1 oper od that eny viope,” be
“what do you sup pose 1 found tu §2"

“A guodly sum 1o bills "

“Na, sir! No, wir! ]'M'!ll!' slicels of
paper such as reporters use.  And on
sheot was written: “Economy is wealth, Plense
don't rquander this. Wipe your rugor on it.’

“1 thank,” snad the dowinie, *that ministers
should Le empowered tu declare some mar-

the last

us anid it elegant adornments you find every
now and then a photograph of a capital belle
or gallant. In the spocious hallway of the
muension there is a curious ornsment in the
shape of an Indian's war bonnet. Mrs, Cars ¥
has Glted the bonnet roand the big newel post |
oit the stairsa und the gorgeous arrangement of |
feaibers and beads Langs clear dowsn to the

floor. The bonnet was a recent git to Mis

Carey from a friend at one of the far mlitary |
pusta

SENATOR WARREN
keeps the largest furniture house in the city
and eombines undericking with other branches
of cubinet making. He Las 4 fine home, also fn |
the fashionable section, where Mrs. Warren
makes tiie center of much that is attractive in
the gocial lire,
DULL TIMES IN CHEYEXNE.

Cheyenne induiged in tremendons expecta-
tions alter the admission of the territury to
statehood. but the [iw business people with
whom I talked toid we that the last six months
were the dullest they bad ever known. The
Lusiest place I sav was the railroad station, |
at the hours of the aryival und departure of the |
castern and western teaius. When [ gotaboasd
my traiu for Denver, I could not but feel that
e eyes of the whole town were upon me and
I comported myself in keeping witn the diguity |
thus conferred. |

DIFFERENT IN DENVER. 1

Now, that is not the way they do in Denver. |
There's a push and a rustle hero in every
branch of business, and if you waut to keep up |
with the procession you must step up lively. |
At least so 1 argne. |

Toworrow 18 Labor day. That, I suppose, is |
the reason that they worked so Lurd yesterday |
and far into the night. A Denver Saturdey |
night in the section ut the city where the hotels

cougraous mixture.  The strects are all one |
blare of light and noise, bruss bands snd ped- |
diers—enough to make & steady Washington
head swim.

I encircled the entire city and then cut |
across it, as you woald follow the squares on a |
chess board, by using the cable and electric
cars. If there are auy relics of effcte civiliza-
tion in the way of horse cars [ bave unot seen
them yet. The gripwen and conductors are
fuil of informntion and wheu they see you want
it—well, they give it to you.

IN A NUISHELL.

I got the history of Denver in three short
| chapters from ome fcllow and there were not
| fifty words in the whale of at. I asked what it
meant to see somauy idle men standiog around |
the strects, about three to every one working.
| He told thut old story about the man uriml
offered £6 a day to laborers, and when be hsd |
succeeded in bringing au army of them from |
the east he came g’rel&: near being lynched |
when he gave %150 a day instead. That was
thirtv years ago, and the same illusive hupe
atill exists in the minds of many who go west.

“he new capitol building, now in course of
ercetion, will be a notuble example of the big
ideas of the state.  All around it are the Lomes
of the fashionable folks.and mansions they are,
too. Denverites do not run over them as they
did over the pulace ox-Senutor Tabor built for
himsolf » few years ago.

TABOR AND HIS OPERA HOUSE,

I went to the watinee vesterday at the Tabor
| Grand Opera House, not for the suke of the
play, though it was an amusing musical mix-
ture and infinitely betier than Waushington ever
gets at the early season, but entirely 10 see the |
house. I have nlways associeted it with that
sensational marriage of the then wmounth-old-
Senator and statesman and the golden baired
lady at 10 o'clock one night at Willard s Hotel. |
I may have been expected at that wedding, but |
I certainly was not bidden. In compauy with
oae other representative of the new paper
world we saw the ceremony from a convenient
crack in a convenient door. Sizing 1t all up,
with the serio-comie and tragic elements tigur-
ing in !tf‘.m whole I.ms‘iucr. 1 'E':m 14 th:
stage of the gorgeous opera house Wilnesses
m;ﬂﬁng as interesting as that scene from real
life. Ar. Tabor keeps on piling up the dollars
uudl‘;eam top of the heap in the financial
world.

Riding along on the cable cars gives you the

i

best idea of the l.:‘fh hills aronnd which the
f:i:fl straggles. Only a small part is compactly
ut.

THE CARS
run up and down steep Lills and cross the rail-
road tracks on an elevated road. In the electric
cars you touch a button iu the window frame,
just handy to your reach, when want 10
get off the cars and the conductor the rest.
LITTLE THINGH,
Just for the fun of it [ bave enjoyed myself

when there are women riding with them in
elevators. They do the same thing bere.
Street car manners in Chicago sre not generally
ood, but the women err as frequently and sw
ply as the men. In Cheyenme, street car
politeness—but I forgot, for

H
i

| L.
| e was routed

| conple and was compelied to arvuse bis tamily
" Lo 5t an WITHesses €

are scems a Bowery or two rolled iuto one in- |

said
Iclerx_\';mn. shaking his bead dolefully.

riages vojd.”
Dr. Howard, whom everybody in Flathash,
Apericice,

L., will remewmber, had s vimilar ¢
out at miduight 1o marry a

He was given afatl ‘-M'h.‘.
m Gpon the atler's departare,
Lhe zeod doctor speut balt an bour or 0 un-
vwinding pejor alier pajper from that puckagn
only o urd st last & silver quarter which had
Lecn used as a slecve button. (ne face had

by the bridegroo

FI" cn ground smooth and ornamented with

Wmotiog ram.

Doninnic Johnson, whom old Brooklynites
will recollect, wus “taken in™ once in much the
sumne way. A wonid-be Benedict wrote to hun

| o cngnge bis scrvices in tying the tuatni-

wonial kvot apd hinted that be was MVING &
é.;ll of &) gold gieces with which to fee the
oetor.

“An evening or two luter,” esid the clergy-
man, iu telling the story, “he honored me with
acall He was accompanied by one of the
pretiicet ittle women L ever saw. | performed
tie ceromony and he inssted upon my Kissing
the boide. He made an officious display of &
long thin roll well wrapped in tin foil, and as [
bowed lim out he shd it slyly tute my side
pocket. When I returned to wmy library I ex-
awited the roll and found ' —

“Wha¥"

“A clothes pin surrounded with ten-penny
nails! A mouth or iwo afterward he wrote to
me from St. Louis sayving that be had

| me the wedding fee L was to bave received

kissaug his brade.”

“lbere 35 a balter awsiting thet knave,” con-
cluded the clergyman warmly, “and [ never read
of & hnagiug that I do not wonder if be isn's
the victim traveling to glory under an aline.”

A ciergyman who once beld s charge near
Wyrandotio, Kan., was given & horse and owr-
riage by a coujle whom ke had Just married.
1hey bad driven to his parsouage from
Wichita and they len by tran. Boon after-
ward the purson drove his new borse %o
Wichita

“I dida’t get back for & week.™ the
“The
man not only stole the womasn, but the horse
and wagon feom her Lusband, and the Tig was
recognized and I was clapped into juii on »
charge of horse stealing. Of course every-
thing was finally straightened out, but somes
bow or other Lcould never make up my mind
to forgive thut mun.”

—————— e
Woman Suffruge in Australis.
From the Loudon Quesn.

As in England, the premier is in favor of the
clhange in the law. Dut the Hon. David Meuro

| bins been enabied to domore than Lord Salisbury

has yet scen his way to sccompdish—be has
promised to bring in a bill giving some meas-
ure of effect to the principle.  The bill now be
fore the legislature is that all somen possess-
inz the wunicipsl freuchise should bave the
pariinmentsry vole. ‘Ahis propossl, wo loarn,
Laus the support of s considers proportion
ol ibe pross.

Awoug the Australasian colonies South Aus-
tralin will in all probabadity jen | the van in car-
rving the parliamentary enfrunchiscment of
women into law.  Yet, be it noted, pristocoatic
Quevasland Las formed a woman's sufl rage
league: Tusmania will not be likely loug to
bold uloof, and when western Aunstralis bas
faliy scttled into the working of ite me wiy ob-
tulned responsible government it will no doubl
receive the womaun s suffrage wave.

Progress all along the line secoms at no dis-
tant period inevitable. The forces which have
hitherto given strength 1o the movement ure of
a permaucnt unture.  In the public schools all
over the country, which wre of a very high
character, the girls cujoy the ssme advantages
as the boys,  There ix, in fact, what sectms 10 un
in Eugland » wonderful intermixture of the
svXes, and the resuit is that the rising woman-
hood of Australia 1s remurkably well od ucated
aud that ibe mmdons read the newspapers with
no less avidity than do the vouths, 1hen in all
the universities, except Melbourne, women and
men are sbsolutely equal. At the present time
there are 160 womnen gradusies st the Universaty
of New Zealand, seveuty or eighity in w as
many in Mclbourneand thirty in Ade In-
deed the assertion bas boeen buzarded that the
are outnumberiug the men. Iu this conpection
it is curions to note that in no country of the
world is the percentsge of unmarried woman
emaller than in Australia

The mode of propaganda across the wess
nataraliy differs somwewlat from that with
whick we ure bere tamiliar. For instance, &
momorandum wis #eut o the most important
religivus budy in South Australia—the Wesievan
—aund & resolution thut in the opinlon of the
conference woinen were entitled to the wvote
with men was carried not only by the Wes-
levams, but by the Baptists, O

ists, Lilde Cliristions end it neea be
sdded, the Society of Friends. The Ch of
England has not been ) but thers

secins & likelibood of sympathy in thet di-
rection, for the Episco, suthorities in Aus-
tralia Lave just passcd a rosolution that women
communicants should have the same power of
electiou in the synod as men.




